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A play about Medical Missions 
By 
RUTH SCUDDER DE WOLFE 


“ALONG AN INDIAN ROAD” 
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‘TALONG AN INDIAN ROAD’? 


The characters and incidents of ‘‘Along an Indian Road” are largely drawn 
from actual people and scenes witnessed at the Vellore roadside visits. 

The Vellore Medical College for Indian Women was founded in 1919, with 
Dr. Ida Scudder as Principal. Since then, through the cooperation of not less 
than 35 Mission Boards and Societies, the College has been recognized by the 
Madras University as qualified to prepare both men and women students for the 
M.B. B.S, degree (equal to the American M.D.), and also to train nurses for 
the B.Sc. degree in nursing, The College staff, buildings and equipment have 
been greatly increased and improved, and its services have been extended to a 
far larger circle of the needy. 


This presentation may be secured from the office of the Vellore Christian 
Medical Board, Room 1120, 156 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N.Y. 


Price 10¢, postage. 
25 copies for $2.00 
100 copies for $7.50 
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DIRECTIONS 


Scenery: The scene is the same throughout and depicts a typical Indian road- 
side. It can be as elaborate or as simple as desired. A backdrop of palms and 
other tropical foliage would be effective, but, if unavailable, a background can 
be made of potted palms and shrubs, the pots concealed by green paper. A 
silhouette of prickly pears or other cactus cut out of green cardboard would 
help the effect. Off center, right, is a rock large enough to sit upon, which can 
be made by covering a box loosely with heavy gray cloth. 


Costumes: As the cast, except for the character of Dr. Ida Scudder, is com- 
posed entirely of Indian women, the costumes are Indian saris over short- 
sleeved blouses. Much the simplest way of procuring the saris would be to write 
to any of the larger Denominational Board Rooms and ask them to send the 
costumes, as many of them rent authentic native costumes at nominal cost. 


The sari (a straight piece of cloth seven yards long) is gathered around 
the waist, tucked into a tight belt—or string—and then crossed under the right 
arm and draped over the left shoulder. Any short-sleeved blouse will do to wear 
under it. The high caste women would wear richer looking saris of silk, if pos- 
sible. If children are added to the cast, they wear straight blouses hanging over 
full ankle-length skirts. The leper, Chundra, should wear a plain orange safi, 
as that is the official ‘holy color.” The Mohammedans wear gay jackets and 
loose, baggy trousers, gathered in tightly at the ankles, They cover these with a 
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black or white “‘abba’’ or mother hubbard which can conceal the face as well. 
The lepers wear coarse, old saris, and the Indian doctor and Medical Student 
wear white saris, or a light color. Doctor Scudder wears a crisp white dress 
and plain felt hat which shades her face. The Medical Student carries a bag 
containing a thermometer, a hypodermic needle, bandages, swabs, a doll, and 
a water bottle (clay or thermos bottle). The Bible Woman should have a 
picture chart. Their faces may be slightly darkened with sun-tan powder. They 
should wear tan stockings without shoes, or with heel-less sandals. 


THE CAST 


The two most important characters are Dr. Ida Scudder and the leper, 
Chundra. Dr. Scudder in real life is the founder, and, since her retirement from 
active service, Principal emerita of the Medical College at Vellore, South India. 
The person representing her should have a charming smile and personality. 
Chundra, the holy woman, is the character who holds the play together, and — 
her part, while not long, demands dramatic ability. The Blind Woman’s part, 
though short, also requires acting. The humor of the play is supplied by the 
Old Woman with Toothache, the Lame Woman, and the Older High Caste 
Woman. 


The number of characters in the cast may be cut down by leaving out the 
children with flowers and the two Mohammedan women with the girl. If the 
Bible Woman takes a group off the stage, then one of the group could also 
double as the Mother from Arni, who comes in at the very last. 


LIST OF CHARACTERS 
RAJEE 
SEETA Three children with flowers for the Doctor (May be omitted.) 
LAKSHMI 
OLD WOMAN WITH TOOTHACHE 
LAME WOMAN 
LEELA—a girl of sixteen or seventeen. 
CHUNDRA—a leper. 
Two MOHAMMEDAN WOMEN WITH GIRL OF SIXTEEN—/( parts can be omitted.) 
BLIND WOMAN AND FRIEND 
YOUNGER CASTE WOMAN 
OLDER HIGH CAsTE WOMAN 
YOUNG, Sick WiFE—(also caste. Has no speaking part.) 
INDIAN WOMAN DOCTOR FROM GOVERNMENT HOSPITAL 
Two OR THREE LEPERS—(only one has a speaking part.) 
A LEPER CHILD—( five or six years old, if possible.) 
Doctor IDA SCUDDER 
A BIBLE WOMAN 
A WOMAN STUDENT FROM VELLORE MEDICAL COLLEGE 
A MOTHER FROM ARNI—( part can be taken by earlier character.) 
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SCENE 


Curtain rises, showing a typical roadside of India with a background 
of palms and shrubs. (See Directions for suggestions on scenery.) There is 
a flat rock off-center at right of stage. 


Voice HEARD OFF STAGE AT LEFT: Oh, my tooth! Aie! My poor face! 
Voice HEARD OFF STAGE AT RIGHT: Aiyo! my foot! I can’t take another step! 


Enter old woman from left holding her jaw tenderly as if in great 
pain, while at the same moment from the right side of stage comes another 
old woman hobbling with a stick, her foot bound in a clumsy bandage of 
irty cloth. Both are so absorbed in their woes they do not see each other 
and nearly bump near the rock. 


LAME WOMAN: Have a care! Must you go knocking me over like a mad buf- 
falo? Have I not enough trouble with this devil in my foot? (sits on rock 
nursing foot and groaning.) Aiyo! How he thumps, that devil! 


OLD WoMAN: (sitting cross-legged on ground and watching the first woman 
with great interest) My devil thumps, too, but he’s in my tooth. Sometimes 
he bangs it with a hammer, and sometimes he jumps up and down and 
my whole head seems coming off! 


LAME WOMAN: My devil pokes red-hot needles in my foot, and the pain shoots 
way up here (pointing to knee). He’s a stubborn devil, too! I paid the 
priest two coins and he smeared holy cow-dung on my foot, but that 
didn’t help. So then he burned it with a red-hot iron, but, would you be- 
lieve it, my devil just got mad and jumped and thumped twice as hard! 
I heard this foreign doctor gives medicine for nothing, so I came here. I 
hope she won't burn me again! (anxiously) 


OLD WoMAN: Not she—she’s a kind one. I've been coming here for over two 
months now, and she keeps saying if I’ll let her pull this tooth out, my 
devil will go away. Maybe I will let her pull it today! (shakes her head) 
The trouble is, when she smiles and says it won’t hurt I start to open my 
mouth, but when she comes near with her big pincers, the first thing I 
know my mouth is shut and my legs are taking me off to the jungle! (Both 
women look toward the left as a girl of sixteen or so enters, humming a 
song. She limps slightly and carries a bunch of flowers.) 


LEELA: I hurried so because I was afraid I'd be late, and the Doctor-missie 
isn’t even here yet! 


OLD Woman: (with toothache)—(suddenly) 1 know you! The first day I 
came here I remember hearing the shouting from the field there, ( pointing) 
and someone crying, “She is killed, my beautiful!” 


LBELA: (going towards rock and nodding) That was my mother. 
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OLp Woman: And then they carried you in—you were all white and crumpled 
like a withered temple flower. It was that wicked buffalo, wasn’t it? 


LEELA: (indignantly) He’s not wicked! Why I used to ride him when I was 
only three years and twist his tail to make him go where I wanted! But 
he was plowing, and I ran up suddenly from his blind side and frightened 
him so he charged! (shudders, as she remembers) 


OLD WoMAN: (confidentally to. Lame Woman) My, it was exciting! The 
Doctor-missie put her in the ambulance and her Mother and Grannie 
climbed in, too, and off they went to the hospital with everyone crying 
and shouting. I never thought I'd see you again, (to Leela) especially when 
those caste women said they cut you with knives at the hospital and feed 
you poison! (coaxingly) Tell us, what was it like there? Are there shining 
knives hung all around? 


LEELA: No, it’s just beds, all through the wards and even out in the verandahs 
because there are so many patients. They are high beds (measuring from the 
ground) and oh, so clean and white. 


LAME WoMAN: (horrified) They didn’t make you sleep on top of a high thing 
like that, did they? Weren’t there any mats on the floor? Weren’t you 
afraid you'd fall off? 


LEELA: I was at first, but (lawghing) you see Mother and Grannie were sitting 
under the bed, where they stayed all day and helped to do the cooking for 
me. So if I’d rolled off, I would have landed on them! It made sort of a 
two-layer effect when you looked around—the patients lying on top of the 
high beds and then, underneath the beds, all the relatives and friends peer- 
ing out like this (makes the two old women laugh by stooping over and 
peering comically). 


OLD Woman: But didn’t they hurt you? Didn’t you cry to go home? 


LEELA: You won't believe me, but I cried when I left! (women stare incredu- 
ously) Oh, they hurt me when they had to bandage me, but everyone was 
so gentle and kind, and their eyes said “I love you” like our Doctor-missie’s. 
(Woman with toothache nods, saying, “That's right, hers do!’’) And when 
I was stronger they told us such lovely stories. 


LAME WOMAN: What about? Tell us while we wait. It may keep my devil 
quiet. 

LEELA: Well, once a leper was sitting begging on a roadside like this—(She 

breaks off as a woman enters left, dressed in the orange, holy woman's color 

robe. She moves with quiet dignity, holding her sari over ber head so that 

it shades her face. Leela draws back and all gaze at her a little anxiously.) 


OLD Woman: It’s a holy woman! Do you think she'll curse us if we don’t give 
her anything? One came when I had just eaten all the rice and she cursed 
us, and our black goat fell into the well on the very next day! 
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CHUNDRA, THE Hoty WOMAN: (Coming towards center and holding out a 


hand with a gesture of appeal) 1 don’t want anything of you, my sisters! — 


I only stopped to see the children there (pointing left) who were making 
flower garlands for a foreign doctor. One of them must just be the age of 
my littlest one, though (with a sigh) I haven't seen her now for more than 
a year. 


LEELA: Why did you leave her? (comes a little closer. Chundra motions her 
away letting the sari fall back from her face to disclose a white patch— 
may be very small — on her cheek.) 


ALL: (moving back) O-oh! A leper! 
OLD Woman: Did you come here for the Doctor-missie to cure you? 


CHUNDRA: (with a sad smile) Cure me? Since when from the beginning of 
time was a leper cured? 


LEELA: But lots of lepers come here for the Doctor-missie to poke them with 
her magic needle. Though (thoughtfully) 1 guess it’s really her God Jesus 
who cures them. They told me in the hospital how He touched lepers and 
made them whole. 


CHUNDRA: Touched lepers! (shaking head) Oh, no, child, no one would do 
that! But this is a new god, this Jesus. I have not found him in the temples 
when I’ve searched for my god. 


LAME WOMAN: Searching for a god! Well, you won't have to search long, for 
the temples are full of them. There’s Ganesh (pronounced Gannaish) with 
the elephant head, and Krishna and Rama—— 


CHUNDRA: (nodding) Oh, yes, I know all those, but they are not the god I’ve 
been seeking. 


LAME WOMAN: What’s his name? 
CHuNDRA: I do not know his name, (with a hopeless little gesture) 


LEELA: (practically) But everything has to have a name! How do you know 
there 7s one if he hasn’t a name? 


CHUNDRA: (coming forward and speaking as if to herself ) Sometimes He seems 
so near! When night is full of stars or I see a young mother crooning to 
her baby, or when a child smiles up at me, He seems so close I could put 
out my hand and touch Him! If I could only find out His name I know He 
would comfort me, but (wearily) I do not know where to look, and no 
one can tell me. 


(Enter a Mohammedan woman holding her abba over her face, con- 
cealing everything but her eyes. She peers around, addressing Chundva anx- 
iously), Any men-folk around? 


CHUNDRA: We be all women-folk, my sister. 
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MOHAMMEDAN WOMAN: (calling off stage) It’s all right, there are no men! 
Come along! 


(Another Mohammedan woman in white abba comes in, supporting a 


young girl, also bundled up and evidently weak and in pain.) 


First MOHAMMEDAN WOMAN: (opening abba to disclose a jacket of pink or 
any other gay color, trimmed with tinsel, and loose trousers of same or con- 
trasting color bound tightly at the ankles. Takes a deep breath, looking 
around as if not used to being out) How green and beautiful it is and how 
quiet! I haven't been out in almost a year, and then it was just going to 
a wedding and I couldn’t see much through the sheets tied all around the 
cart. (watches as other woman seats girl against a tree) How is she? Is the 
pain no better? 


SECOND MOHAMMEDAN WOMAN: (tenderly to the child) Here, Heart's Jewel, 
rest and you will feel better. (to other woman shaking her head) No better! 
It grows worse! My husband even let a man doctor come and feel her pulse 
while we held a sheet in front of her, but he couldn’t seem to tell what 
was wrong through the sheet and, of course, he couldn’t see her. But we 
hear such wonderful tales of what this woman doctor can do. Oh, if she 
can only give our little one rest from the pain! (she also opens her abba 
and the child’s. They look startled as a voice comes from the right of stage, 
and hastily close abbas, stepping back.) 


VOICE OF BLIND WOMAN: (half sobbing off stage) It’s no use! No use! Oh, 
why didn’t you let me jump? 
(Two women come to stage, one leading the other who walks stum- 


blingly with eyes closed. They stand in front center, Chundra behind, a 
little to the left.) . 


FRIEND: Now then! Just be patient! The Doctor-missie will help you. 


BLIND WOMAN: (desperately) Can she open my eyes? Can she let me see my 
children and care for them like other mothers? What's the use of living? 
I only stumble and spill the rice when I try to help. They'd all be better 
off without me! 


FRIEND: (explaining to Chundra who comes forward) She (pointing to the 
blind woman) was just going to jump in the well when I caught her and 
held her back! (Draws a deep breath) Aiyo! My knees are still trembling. 


CHUNDRA: (pityingly to blind woman) It takes courage to go on living, I 
know, my sister! But are there none who need you, who would miss you 
if you were gone? 


BLIND WOMAN: (turning her face in direction of voice, keeping her eyes 
closed) I have three children whose faces I have never seen. Others care 
for them and they will not miss me much. (to friend) You meant well, but 
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you should have let me jump—then I would be free of this burden of 
darkness, and the pain here. (holding hand on heart) 


FRIEND: Only last week they told me here how their God Jesus once put his 
hands of love on a blind man’s eyes and opened them. 


BLIND WOMAN: That was a long time ago. He isn’t here now. 


LEELA: (looking up and speaking impulsively) But He lets others put their 
hands of love on eyes and open them! I tell you I saw women coming to 
this doctor’s hospital stumbling and led by others like you, and after a few 
days they walked away of themselves—seeing! 


BLIND WOMAN: (shaking head) A child’s story, things like that don’t happen 
now. (crouches on ground muttering) If she had only let me jump! 
(Sounds from right: a woman’s strident voice raised in command) 
Now then, Worthless One, lift her, don’t drag her! She's not a bag of rice! 
Carry her over here! 


(Enter two caste women half leading, half carrying a young girl who 
seems only half-conscious. Older caste woman wears dark sari, the younger 
one a rich silk. The younger woman has a baby (doll). Both have a red 
caste mark, a dot in center of forehead. The baby is wrapped in the 
mother's sari. They lay the girl down near the rock.) 


SICK GIRL: (tossing head feverishly from side to side) Water! I want water! 


OLDER CASTE WOMAN: (puffing a little from her exertion) Water indeed! Not 
a drop do you get! The priest says if you get thirsty enough your devil may 
jump out of your throat! (turning to lame lady and one with toothache) 
Well, Shameless Ones, would you sit and let a high-born woman stand? 
Do crows think they are peacocks? (Lame woman hobbles hastily away. 
Woman with toothache rises rather unwillingly, still holding hand over 


ber face.) 


OLDER CAsTE WOMAN: (angrily) Come, Daughter of an owl, can’t you see 
well enough with your one eye to move over and give your place to betters? 


OLD WoMAN: (muttering) It’s my tooth not my eye! (She and lame woman 
sit at extreme right on stage. Old Woman speaks in aside to lame woman) 
It’s a wonder my devil doesn’t fly over to her! (motions to caste woman but 
ts careful she doesn’t overhear) They'd be two of a kind! (women cackle, 
nudging each other in delight over joke) 


OLDER CASTE WOMAN: (ostentatiously dusting off rock with her sari and seat- 
ing herself majestically, motioning other caste woman to stand at her right) 
And where is this foreign woman doctor you've dragged me over to see? 
I suppose she’s wearing one of those up-side down rice pots they call a 
topee on her head; (accusingly to other caste woman) 1 don’t see her! Am 
I expected to wait all day for an outcaste woman in a rice pot? 
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YOUNGER CasTE WoMAN: (placatingly) She'll be here soon. She always comes 
on this day. That’s why the people are waiting. 


OLDER CASTE WOMAN: Well, I won’t wait long for her. She'd better hurry. It 
was all foolishness our coming anyway! She'll die sure enough (pointing 
to sick girl who tosses, muttering: “Water’) And after all our trouble get- 
ting her here! I told my son it was easy enough to get a new wife, and why 
make all this bother over this one? 


YOUNGER CasTE WOMAN: He’s very fond of her. 


OLDER CASTE WOMAN: (snorting) He's always been foolish over her! Bringing 
her a big doll, that she was always playing with when she should have 
been washing the rice. Well, I'll wait till the sun is over there ( pointing 
to spot on the road) and then we'll take her home to die, where she 
belongs. 


(Younger caste woman pats the baby, looking anxiously under sari 
that covers it.) 


CHUNDRA: Is the baby sick? 


YOUNGER CasTE WOMAN: It’s his eyes. They're all swollen and shut tight. He 
hasn’t opened them for days. (despairingly) He had such beautiful eyes, 
so big and dark and full of mischief! Oh! do you think they'll ever open 
again? 

CHUNDRA: (compassionately) Surely they will, my sister. 


YOUNGER CASTE WOMAN: You're a holy woman, take him and bless him. 
(holds bundle towards Chundra) Pethaps your god will have pity. 


CHUNDRA: (quickly drawing back) 1 cannot take him, but I will ask a blessing. 
(Raises hands, murmuring.) (Sound of motor horn off stage. Voices of 
children outside.) She’s coming! Our Doctor-missie is coming! (Enter an 
Indian Woman Doctor from the left) 


INDIAN WOMAN Doctor: (advancing towards center and addressing Chundra) 
What is all this crowd? I’m a doctor from the Madras Government hospi- 
tal and thought I'd better stop and see what the trouble is. Has there been 
an accident ? 


CHUNDRA: Oh, no, they wait to see the white Doctor-missie. 


INDIAN Doctor: (surprised) A foreign doctor coming out here to the jungle 
to treat patients? Has she no hospital ? 


LEELA: Indeed, yes, I was just there. It’s as big as a palace. . 


INDIAN Doctor: (more and more puzzled) Then why on earth doesn’t she 
treat her patients there? (looking around at group contemptuously) She 
certainly would get a better paying group there! (to Leela) What do you 
give her for treatment,—a copper? 
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LEELA: We have no money most of us, not even a copper. But she told the 
children and me we could bring flowers to make her happy. 


INDIAN Docror: (shakes her head muttering) Flowers! She must be crazy. 


CHUNDRA: They said something about her God sending her here. It seems He 
used to heal along the roadside. 


INDIAN Doctor: (briskly) Well, I think I'd better wait and investigate this 
doctor. If she’s a quack I'll report her. (stands back, center) 


(Sound of singing from right,—the hymn, “At Even When the Sun 
Was Set,” or “Come, Ye Disconsolate.” The singing is soft as if it comes 
from a distance.) 


OLD WOMAN WITH TOOTHACHE: That's the lepers! They were learning that 
song last week. 


(Music grows louder as they approach) 


OLDER CasTE WOMAN: Lepers singing! Who ever heard of such a thing! What 
have they got to sing about? (Enter two or three lepers including a child. 
They are dressed in very torn, old-looking saris which they hold over their 
faces so as to throw shadows. They might hold their fingers turned in so 
as to suggest disfigurement, and walk slowly. Everyone gives them a wide 
berth. As they pause a little uncertainly near the rock the Older Caste 
Woman speaks brusquely:) Move away! Go over there by her! ( pointing 
to Chundra. Lepers move to left of Chundra) 


First LEPER WOMAN: (to the child by her) There! You stand in front, and 
then she'll see you first. 


LEPER CHILD: (anxiously) Will she hurt me? I don’t want to be hurt! 


CHUNDRA: (looking at child lovingly) How like a flower, that littlest one! 
Come here, Sweet! (holding out her arms) 


(Child hesitates for a minute, then suddenly smiles and goes to her. 
Chundra takes child’s face tenderly between her hands, searching it.) 


CHUNDRA: (suddenly) No! No! We can stand the hopeless years, we who have 
grown old in pain, but not this little one whose face is like a star! 


First MOHAMMEDAN WOMAN: (shaking head) It is Allah’s will. Who can 
struggle against Fate? 


YOUNGER CasTE WOMAN: Yes, God has written it upon the child’s forehead. 
She must endure it. 


CHUNDRA: (passionately) Not my God! Not the one J seek! He never meant 
her to suffer thus! 


First LEPER WOMAN: (stepping forward) Don't grieve so, my sister, we are 
not without hope now. The Doctor-missie has brought it with her shooting 
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needle. Has not my husband gone back to work cured? And I——I, too, 
shall be going home soon. 


CHUNDRA: (slowly as if in a daze) To——go——home! (Sound of motor 
horn at left. Children again call from outside) It’s our Doctor-missie! 


(Enter Dr. Scudder with an Indian Medical Student and a Bible 
Woman. She is carrying flowers when she arrives and several children come 


in with her, scattering flowers and singing, Praise Him, Praise Him, All Ye 
Little Children.” ) 


ONE OF THE CHILDREN: (holding up a bunch) I picked these water hyacinths 
because they’re just the color of your eyes. 


Dr. SCUDDER: (pinching her cheek) Your eyes are like night with two stars 
shining out. 


RAJEE: Did you hear what she said? (whispers delightedly to children, Friend 
guides blind woman to Dr. Scudder’s side.) 


FRIEND: Please look at her eyes and touch them, Doctor-missie. She was going 
to drown herself, because she can’t see, but I told her how your God lets 
you open eyes. You can, can’t you? 


Dr. SCUDDER: Sometimes I can. 


OLDER CASTE WOMAN: (pushing forward to Doctor's side) Now then, you're 
surely going to hear about the girl I’ve brought first. You won't keep a 
high caste Brahmin waiting while you tend to this herd of buffalos? What 
do they amount to? 


Dr. ScuppErR: (gently) They are all children of the God who sent me and He 
loves all equally. This woman came first, so I will treat her first, and then 
I will be glad to help you. 


(Older Caste Woman opens and shuts her mouth as if her surprise 
and rage are too great to express. She retires to rock to shake her head and 
mutter.) 


(Doctor Scudder examines blind woman’s eyes, holding her face back, 
then nods smilingly to Medical Student.) 


Dr. SCUDDER: (smiling happily) It’s just what I hoped. We can remove the 
cataract-growth from both eyes and she'll see as well as ever. 


MEDICAL STUDENT: And they’re ready for operation, aren’t they! 


BLIND WOMAN: (to Dr. Scudder) Your hands feel cool and kind, but where 
can they find the power to open my eyes? 


Dr. SCUDDER: (putting her hands on woman’s shoulders) God has shown me 
how to take away those growths that shut out the light from your eyes. 
After a few days at the hospital, you'll see like anyone else. 
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BLIND WOMAN: (her face transfigured in happiness) You mean I can look 
again into the faces of my children? I can care for them like other mothers? 
Oh, when can I have it done? 


BinLE WOMAN: (coming forward) You must wait until the others are treated 
here. Come along and I'll tell you another story of a blind man whom our 
Jesus healed along the roadside. 


(If there is room on the stage to the extreme left back, the Bible 
Woman could lead the children, blind woman and friend there. They can 
sit in a circle watching her as she takes out chart and pretends to tell a 
story. Mohammedan women could also draw near, listening. If the stage is 
too small, the Bible Woman could lead group off stage left.) 


OLDER CASTE WOMAN: (swallowing her indignation and saying in a very huffy 
voice) Well, now I presume the foreign doctor will deign to attend to the 
devil I brought! 


Dr. ScuDDER: Surely, mother, where is your devil? 


OLp LaDy WITH TOOTHACHE: (loudly) In her heart! (There is a universal 
titter. The younger caste woman puts her sari over her mouth to hide a 
smile.) 


OLDER CASTE WOMAN: (in fury) My devil! I’ve no devil! It’s this girl over 
here. (pointing to sick girl, towards whom Dr. Scudder and the Medical 
Student go as Older Caste Woman mutters again, “My devil, indeed!’’) 


OLDER CASTE WOMAN: I can tell you it’s no use! The devil is too strong for 
her! But my son would make us bring her. 


Dr. Scupper: (kneeling beside girl, while Medical Student stands at side) She 
has a terribly high fever, poor child. (puts thermometer between girl’s lips, 
then looks at it, shaking her head) Nearly 105. It looks like cerebral 
malaria. If we can just get her to the hospital we will try quinine and ice 
packs. 


OLDER CAsTE WOMAN: Let her go to your outcaste hospital! I'd kill her myself 
first. 


Dr. SCUDDER: Let her come, mother! She can keep caste. You can come along 
or some servant and cook the food for her yourself to be sure it’s according 
to your customs. It’s her only chance. 


OLDER CasTE WOMAN: Let her die! My son can get a new wife easily enough. 
I’ve said it all along,—all this fuss over a foolish girl. 


MEDICAL STUDENT: But think of the expense of a new wedding! 
OLDER CasTE WOMAN: Um! I never thought of that! 


Dr. ScuppER: And if we could send her back in a few weeks, all cured and 
well, how happy your son would be! 
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OLDER CASTE WOMAN: (with less vehemence) Oh, he’d never let her go. 


Dr. ScupDER: Well, why don’t you fetch him and let him talk with me? Then 
he could decide for himself. 


OLDER CASTE WOMAN: (irresolutely) Yes, Vl fetch him and you'll see. He'll 
just say what I say! (goes off right, muttering) Such a fuss! 


MEDICAL STUDENT: (to Dr. Scudder) He'll listen to you, I’m sure. 
SICK GIRL: (feverishly) Water! 
Dr. ScupDER: Poor child! Her lips are all parched. 


(Medical student brings water-bottle and Dr. Scudder pours her a 
glass of water and supports her head. Girl drinks eagerly. Then sighs as if 
satisfied and falls back.) 


Dr. SCUDDER: (rising and catching sight of woman with toothache) Oh, there 
you are, mother! I was looking for you! (Janghing) Today is the day we get 
rid of that bad old tooth, you know. 


OLD Woman: (hastily backing away as Dr. Scudder approaches) Yes, yes, of a 
surety. Only—only, I think I'll just listen to that woman tell a story (point- 
ing in direction of Bible Woman) and then I'll be ready to open my mouth 
for you—wide as a crocodile! (tries to show how wide, then clasps her jaw 
with a cry of pain and quickly joins group around Bible Woman) 


(Government Indian Doctor comes forward to speak to Dr, Scudder 
who smiles, gesturing toward disappearing woman.) 


Dr. ScuppER: Someday, someday I'll get her to show me that tooth again, and 
before she knows it it will be out! (inquiringly to Government Doctor) 
You came to see me? 


INDIAN Docror: (rather embarrassed ) Well, yes, in a way. I saw the crowd 
waiting and——-well, to be frank, I waited to see why on earth a doctor 
with a big hospital should ever come out to a jungle like this! 





Dr. ScupDER: (smiling) Well, it’s true that our patients do keep us very busy. 
But these village people (gesturing to waiting patients) need us, too, and 
often die because they can’t get to the hospital. So once a week, always 
the same day—we come along the main road with an ambulance and treat 
all who come to the roadside. I’ve already treated six groups like this today, 
and there will be still others before our day’s work is done. 


(Meanwhile the Lame Woman hobbles up and the medical student 
seats her on the rock and begins to unwind the dirty cloth from her sore 


foot.) 


LAME WoMAN: Aie! Careful there! My devil jumps around when you touch 
him! 
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MEDICAL STUDENT: (to Dr. Scudder) It looks like a bad infection, doctor. 


Dr. SCUDDER: (going over to examine foot) Yes, see, a cactus thorn has fes- 
tered. We'll have to squeeze it out. You try your hand at it, Jeeva. 


INDIAN Doctor: (who has also gone over to rock near Dr. Scudder) Do you 
have Indian women assist you in your hospital ? 


Dr. ScupDER: Oh, yes, we have some splendid Indian doctors and nurses, but 
this is one of our medical students come out to get practical experience. 
You know most women here won’t come to men doctors, so we built a 
medical college where Indian women can prepare themselves to serve the 
hundred million women of their own land who need them so terribly. 


LAME WOMAN: (as the medical student takes her foot gently in hand) Will 
you burn it again? I still have the mark the priest made and my old devil 
just jumped around and liked it! 


MEDICAL STUDENT: (soothingly) No, we won't burn him. We'll just squeeze 
him a little till he wants to go. He’s hurt you so much, it’s only fair we 
should hurt him a bit, isn’t it? 


LAME WOMAN: (nodding) Yes, yes, squeeze him as hard as you want! He de- 
serves it! 


INDIAN Docror: (in a lower voice to Dr. Scudder) She has a very good touch 
and. knows what she’s doing. Do you have any trouble getting good posi- 
tions for your graduates? 


Dr. ScuDDER: Well, we've graduated over two hundred and you'll find them 
all over India, and in Ceylon and Burma and even Arabia,—there’s such a 
demand for them. As for their positions, they are offered plenty. Jeeva, tell 
this doctor about your position as assistant in the big Government hospital 
at Bangalore. 


INDIAN Doctor: (impressed) Why, that’s a splendid opportunity. Let me con- 
gratulate you. 


MEDICAL STUDENT: (looking up and smiling) Thank you, but I’m not accept- 
ing that offer. I’m going to a little Mission hospital in a village near Vel- 
lore. 


INDIAN Doctor: (in horrified protest) But that’s just throwing your life away! 
You'll be working at half the salary in some lonely, unknown place where 
the people are too ignorant to appreciate you! 


MEDICAL STUDENT: I don’t call it throwing my life away! I call it throwing it 
where it will count most. You see, we don’t just learn medicine in our 
Medical College! We learn from people like Doctor Scudder the joy of 


serving others who need us most. They don’t need me in that big Govern- | 


ment hospital. There will be plenty of doctors jumping at the chance. But 
if I don’t hear the call of this little village dispensary, the women will 
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have no one to help them. Besides I know Christ is calling me there. (to 
Dr. Scudder) Shall I help with the babies with sore eyes? (as Doctor Scud- 
der nods, she goes over to the Younger Caste Woman and examines baby's 
eyes.) 

INDIAN Docror: (looking after her) Well, in all my experience I never met 
anyone like you two! It’s everyone for himself in most hospitals, but you 
two seem to put yourselves last and everyone else first. And you seem to 
get real happiness out of it! 


Dr. ScuppER: It’s a recipe for happiness we learned from our Master, Christ. 
(smiles) Wouldn’t you like to try it? There’s plenty to be done here. 


INDIAN Doctor: I can’t now for I’m due in Madras but perhaps I'll stop next 
week (hesitates a minute) I'd just like to say I'll never forget what I've 
seen here today on this roadside. If there were more in India like you, my 
country would be a better place! (EXIT) 


Dr. SCUDDER: (goes towards leper group who salaam as she greets them) How 
are you, Jothi? Well, (to First Leper Woman) we won't be seeing you 
much longer on the roadside. We'll miss you but (smiling) how glad we'll 
be for you. (looking at Chundra) You haven't been here before, have you? 
(then spying little girl) And here is another newcomer, and such a wee 
one! Shall I treat you first, little one? 

(As the child comes hesitantly forward Dr. Scudder takes her arm in 
her hand while the Medical Student brings over hypodermic needle.) 

CHUNDRA: (watching in surprise) Is it your God who makes you unafraid to 
touch us lepers? 

Dr. ScuppER: He touched many along the roadside and cured them, and we 
try to be like Him. 

LEPER CHILD: (fearfully) Will it hurt much? 


Dr. SCUDDER: Just a prick, no worse than a cactus thorn. And if you stand still 
and are brave, I'll give you a surprise,—something for your very own. 
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(Child smiles at her and holds arm still as Doctor gives injection.) 
Dr. ScuDDER: There! That’s all over, and it wasn’t so bad was it? And now I 
must keep my promise! (Jeeva, my bag.) 
(Medical Student brings a bag and Dr. Scudder searches in it, finally 
pulling out a gaily dressed little doll.) 
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Dr. SCUDDER: (putting it in child’s hands) There! She came all the way from 
America to be your baby! 


LEPER CHILD: (cuddling it ecstatically) All for my own! I never had one be- 
fore! (looking up into Dr. Scudder's face with sudden resolution) Vl call 


her by your name! 
[45.] > 
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Dr. ScuDDER: (amused) You don’t know what it is, do you? (then as child 
hesitates, at a loss) Well, you decide what it is, and tell me before you go. 


(Doctor turns to Chundra, when she is interrupted by an Indian 
woman,—a mother from Arni, who rushes up and discloses a baby (doll) 
wrapped in her sari folds.) 


MOTHER FROM ARNI: I’ve come so far, Doctor—all the way from Arni! Look 
at my baby’s eyes. Is it too late to save them? 


Dr. ScuDDER: (examining them without touching the child) Oh, they are bad! 
Why didn’t you come before? 


MOTHER FROM ARNI: (desperately) But I did come, Doctor-missie. I came to 
the Arni roadside where you always came before, and I waited all day with 
the others in the hot sun, and you never came! 


Dr. SCUDDER: (in distressed tone to Medical Student) She's from that roadside 
where we've had to stop going because there was no money. (to woman) 
But I sent word to all the villages along the road that we couldn’t come 
any longer. Surely the people don’t still wait and come. 


MOTHER FROM ARNI: (simply) Yes, we heard, but we hoped there was a mis- 
take. Where else can we go? 


Dr. SCUDDER: (desperately) 1 can’t bear to think of them all,—my lepers and 
the little sick children waiting all day for the help that never comes! (to 
woman) Tell them again, tell them there is no money to send me now, but 
the minute it comes I will send word and come. 


MOTHER FROM ARNI: (touched by the distress in her voice) Never mind, Doc- 
tor-missie! We know you would come if you could! 


(Leper child suddenly edges over to Dr. Scudder holding up doll.) 


LEPER CHILD: I know now what I'll call her, and it’s for you too! I'll call her 
“Love!” I saw it in your face just now! 


Dr. ScuppEr: (smiling at her) That's a sweet name, Little One. 


CHUNDRA: (stepping forward at center with a sudden cry of discovery, her 
face aglow) That's it! That’s it! That’s the name of the God I’ve been 
seeking. (to Dr. Scudder) Oh, I’ve felt Him so near ever since you came to 
the roadside,—when you gave that suffering child a drink, and touched us 
lepers with your hands of love. And now, just as this little child spoke, it 
came to me like a light! I’ve found Him on this roadside,—the God I’ve 
been searching for, and your God, and His name—(slowly and reverently) 
is “Love.” 


(Voices from Bible Woman group sing very softly, "The King Of Love My 
Shepherd Is.” ) 


Curtain falls as they sing the last line. 


BY END 





